VIENNA

January

"THEN THE SNOW CAME, and after the snow came the
frost. The streets looked as though they were made of
silver, they were so bright and glistening; long icicles like
crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of the houses;
everybody went about in furs, and the little boys wore
scarlet caps and skated on the ice/' This is Vienna
to-day. It is obviously very cold, being the customary
mid-European ten degrees below zero all day long, and a
few additional degrees lower at night. The streets are
rather slippery on account of the frozen snow, but there
is never very far to walk.

All the main interests seem to centre round the Opera
House, which is right in the middle of the city. Every-
body has a fur coat, or at least a coat that has fur attached:
even the poorest seem to mobilise pieces of cat, rat or
rabbit with which to adorn their coat-collars. And if you
walk into a hotel or restaurant wearing one of those
lovely-looking black fur caps, complete with ear-flaps,
nobody looks at you twice.

Life has a rather serious air here. There is not a great
deal of money about, the standard of education is
remarkably high, and to obtain employment in the legal,
scientific, medical, literary, or musical profession is very
difficult unless one has exceptional talent. There is not
much left of the traditional gay Viennese waltzes and the
frolics with which one associates this city. But the serious
side of music holds its own as firmly as ever in the wodd.